was DJ way 01 oemg a
and amongst her poems there is a                         in          for her father's death.
The following Is a simple, almost literal translation.
Till                       OF THE ONLY DAUGHTER OF
HIS BAB DEATH
If il wore                             King,
For me to blame Thy            and             bd,
My mcwtfa It            and my grief oontentt
At hit it»l©                 and bis only ohild.
But non* may         to murmur against Thee
Till lie have lout           &U           and faith,
From whtah Owl guard me and His putleaoe give,
An from my cihildhood lit        ever wont.
it A trope* I   From          it no
With thy fell dart to
Th*> fiwr                        whom 1 loved the bett.
Vwi, thtm                           them             mint
Two iwlilft                       the iwt to
Wlwiisi               itationii mourned with torrowlttg heart»
Tlw i*rtitw of Kjmln, the l>uke of fair Savoy
'limn            tlit world ha*         no foodller taaa*
the               might more              1%
llwlli               In the tiowttr of their age
frtiiti ii»—one wan
hte youthful heart.
Then                       th«ni dkht              to day*
Afc                                all lite                    told.
My                                 tJm third to die,
iif thtt                             mud                tovdL
I To           him will* §0         u bJbw i
'lltiifi                                    nor         nm
fur Ilia fourthi 0                            Bmth I
pill out the            of chivalry
ill«                  IUM! vau<(\iiHhed (til
To           It                               bt
I My           And iny only lord;*            til                                 t** ftp*
